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Author's Notes: 
| felt like ending the Crazy Night of 10 sessions with a happy and positive ending because that's very 
comforting. Also | wanted to write about Keith being taken care of and complimented because he deserves that. 


That concert had been exhausting for Keith, Greg and Carl but they could sense how deeper their connection 
had reinforced and how high the vibes had been On top of that, the familiar alchemy while they were playing 
made them shiver the whole time. Observing and listening to each other playing had given them great pleasure, 
spiritually and physically. It was amazing how better they could feel each other playing. It has been a while 
since they were in such osmosis; they had missed it. 


This had been overwhelmingly perfect. 


This performance had pushed them to the verge of an orgasm and right after the concert, they had to 
release this tension 


They were excited, just like the time they were looking forward to the usual intercourse with their common 
partner after performing. Except that this time, she wasn't going to be here. They knew Ruby wouldn't be 


here, but they still felt the eagerness they had before she would spend time with them. 
This time, they knew they would be on their own. Only them. 
They were ready. 


Their past experiences, stronger connection and this night's alchemy were enough to push them to make the 


final leap. 


Moreover, they always unconsciously knew that one day they would end up interacting with each other without 
the intermediate of Ruby. And it was the natural sequel of their intercourses: the ultimate connection they 


needed and always expected. 


As the three musicians silently came back to their hotel, their stomach tickled with anticipation. The osmosis 
they had during the concert was still there and they wanted go further into it. At this stage, words weren't 
necessary, just a glance and body language were enough to make their intention clear. This situation was 
blissful; it was like a quick sight at the ocean before diving in it. 


Naturally, Greg and Carl followed Keith in his room, who was far from objecting. After he closed his door, his 
band mates immediately hugged him, both at the same time. Overwhelmed by this gentle embrace, Keith just 
stood still and appreciated it. Also, he didn't know how to hug them back; the two men were taller and larger 
than him and formed around him a loving flesh protection. When Greg and Carl released him, he was blushing 
and staggering a little. 


"You were so good tonight! Look at you, you made the audience hot..and myself too" Greg began. 


"Yeah you just..Were stunning, you have no idea how much it was amazing to see and hear you perform 
tonight", Carl continued over Keith's embarrassed mumbles. 


This one could reply after having recollected himself: 


"But | wasn't the only one responsible of how awesome the concert was! Thank you for everything. | wouldn't 


be able to do all that without you. God, it's too hot here ", he stated while unbuttoning his shirt. 


"I agree." Greg nodded and removed his shirt from behind once completely unbuttoned. 

Then he immediately removed his own t-shirt as well and Keith stepped back on him to rub his back against 
his smooth chest. Greg gladly accepted the promiscuity and as an answer, his large hand gently turned the 
smaller man's head towards his face and he kissed whatever part his lips could reach. Keith chuckled at this 
awkward contact and raised his arm to caress the tall man's face with his fingertips. Everything felt right and 
natural, even if slightly unusual. It wasn’t convenient to caress and kiss in this position though; they needed to 
face each other. During this time, Carl had sunk on his knees and was proceeding to unbuckle Keith's belt, who 
had hardly noticed him. The keyboard player turned his head back at his youngest band mate when he tried to 
drop his trousers. Carl smiled when he saw him blinking and finally pulled the clothing down. However, he let the 


underwear on, unsure of if Keith was ready to remove it yet. Stunned and aroused, the two older men were 


now observing the young drummer meticulously removing Keith's shoes and socks. 


"Um, Carl | can do it myself" this one stuttered before shaking his legs to remove his trousers from his 


ankles. 


"I know, but its my pleasure. I'll treat you tonight, you deserve it’, Carl stated, then bit his lip, resisting the 


urge to kiss the small man's pelvis bones. 

"We'll treat you" Greg corrected and ran his hands over the keyboardist's chest. This one squirmed and giggled: 
he was ticklish, especially in the nipples area. Moreover, the bass player's hands were too large and strong for 
his thin chest and it wasn't unpleasant at all. Noticing that the nipples had hardened almost immediately after 
his light touch, Greg pressed them between his index and his thumbs and when Keith squeaked, he giggled into 


his ear. 


"Greg, what the." the keyboard player stuttered and sighed, even more aroused by this hot breath into his 


ear. 
Then he gasped when Greg started to roll his nipples between his talented fingers. 
"Uh oh!" Carl exclaimed, still on his knees, and pointed Keith's bulge growing hard into his underwear. 


Greg looked above this one's shoulder to see what was happening. Noting that he didn't object his stimulation at 


all, he cooed: 

"Well, seems like | found an erogenous zone" 

"Oh shut up Greg and go on," Keith ordered, shivering with anticipation. 

"Did you hear that Greg? Let's get into action!" Carl agreed. 

"Oh, well. If asked so politely" Greg consented. 

Consequently, he grabbed the small man by his armpits and lifted him up. 

The young drummer took that hint and lifted Keith by the legs, who showed no resistance. 

"Guys, | can walk you know. You'd better save your strength for later", he advised while he was being carried 
upon his bed. 


"Nuh uh, you'd better keep your strength for later. Besides, you're as light as a feather" Greg simpered. 


Then the two younger men carefully settled him on his bed 


"l'm not made of porcelain’ Keith added. 


"Shhh, save your breath for later’, Carl whispered as he put his index on his lips. 

The keyboard player happily complied and naturally curled against Greg, who pulled him closer against his chest 
with his arm. That promiscuity was warm, pleasant and familiar. 

Carl watched his two band mates gradually being friendly with each other and gave them his usual sparkly 
grin. Then he got up on his knees and, with a teasing look, unbuckled his belt. 

Greg laughed when the young drummer sensually removed his belt and unzipped his jeans. 

"Come on Carl, no need to draw suspense. We both know what's below your clothes" 

Carl pouted but despite of that, he sensually removed his t-shirt shirt as well, shaking his hair backwards. 
"Erotism, do you know what it is?" 

"What Greg probably means is that you don't need erotism to be desirable you know" 

"I just wanted to do a strip tease! | never did that in front of men before. | want to treat you" 


"Alright, alright, please do, we're watching you", Greg coved. 


Keith nodded in acknowledgement and giggled in the crook of the tall man’ neck 
At this moment, Carl realized that he only had his jeans left on and didn't know any sensual way to remove it. 


"Well" he hesitated, then continued "Hm, maybe | can put my clothes back on and start again?" 

Greg burst out laughing and shook his head with affection 

‘It isn't necessary, please come with us babe, we'll help you" 

‘Im a grown manl | can do it by myself!" 

“Alright, alright. That was cute though" 

"You should remove your trousers too. Just saying’, Keith advised Greg with a teasing grin 

"You should listen to the voice of wisdom, Greg", the young drummer agreed, wriggling his eyebrows. 
"Me? You must be joking", Keith exclaimed, shaking his head in disbelief along with the bass player. 
However that one obeyed and gradually pulled his trousers down his legs. 


"Now which one of you will remove their trousers the most sensually", the keyboard player joked as he 
observed Carl following the movement. 


"Probably him but l'm faster, more experience." Greg winked. 

"| doubt it!" Carl chirped and completely pulled out his band mate's trousers before throwing it out the bed. 
"You like removing trousers isn't it?" Keith pointed with a cocky grin 

Instead of replying, the young drummer bit his lip and revealed his silky underwear when he slowly pulled his 
jeans down on his knees. 

"Now that's sensual." Keith commented, with Greg's agreement. 

"I told you!" Carl grinned, then lay on his side to better get rid of the clothing. 

"Come on now! | can't wait anymore, you're such a tease", Greg urged, as his bulge was growing bigger. 

‘I'm afraid it's almost too late to me", the keyboard player sighed as he felt his bulge softening. 

"I can help you with that", Carl winked while he leant over his lower half. 

Keith smiled, he trusted his band mate, a similar situation happened before. 

"Do you allow me to remove your underwear?" that one asked. 

"OF course, please do" 

At this moment, Greg started to sensually caress Keith's chest, which he happily let him do and immediately 
grew goose bumps. Then he looked at Carl leaning over his pelvis and, unexpectedly, he grabbed the underwear 
between his teeth. 

The two older men gasped at this surprising sight and initiative and, in their amazement, observed the young 
man carefully pulling the clothing down Keith's hips. Supporting himself on his elbows, that one raised his pelvis 
up to help his partner that proceeded to sneak in this new space to pull the underwear down his butt. 

"God. This is hot", Keith commented as he felt Carl's nose rubbing on his butts skin. 

Still with the piece of clothing in his mouth, this one giggled and could finally remove it from the keyboard 
player's thin legs. 

Afterwards, he raised his head, grinning with the underwear between his teeth like a proud puppy. 


"Good boy", Greg encouraged. 


"You can keep it if you wish", Keith stated with affection. 


"Oh thank you but there's something more interesting | want. Just here, between your legs", Carl beckoned as 


he lay on his stomach between his partner's legs. 

The two older men looked at each other, aroused and bewildered. 

"Carl, are you sure you want it?" 

This one wildly nodded, his eyes shining and his lips pouting with anticipation. 
"Honestly | want to see that", Greg simpered, already almost out of breath. 


Then he slipped his arm around Keith's shoulder and snuggled comfortably against him. That one didn't object 
and lay his head on his band mate's shoulder, as if it was a pillow. 


Carl smiled at their heart-warming friendliness and without warning, gave his partner's 


cock an experimental lick. 


Keith gasped and put his hand on the young drummer's head. His hair was smooth and long, very convenient to 


grasp - but not too tightly - during that type of interaction 


Carl accepted that hand and let it pull him closer to the hardening genital. Carefully, he grabbed it by its base 
-as if it was a microphone - and eagerly licked its whole length. Keith let a high pitched moan escape and 
arched. Both of his band mates loved and knew his love sounds enough to deduct that he was enjoying it a lot. 
Stunned, Greg blinked at the sight of Carl pressing his tongue against the appendage to get a proper taste and 
sucking its tip, as if it was a lollipop. It was really arousing. He knew the young man didn't have candy for a long 
time and had missed it. And he was apparently enjoying the taste of this "lollipop" a lot, for his band mate's 
biggest pleasure. Indeed, Keith squirmed his small and sweaty body against Greg and panted in his neck's crook. 
On his side, the bass player was getting hotter as well and hastily tossed away his underwear down his thighs 


to masturbate. 


Carl noticed it and, still swirling his tongue upon the tip of his partner's cock, made eye contact with Greg and 
fixed a lock of hair behind his ear. Immediately, he flicked his eyes when the bass player locked eyes with him. 
Carl's stare provoked an electric shock through the tall man's body: his eyes were burning with desire and his 
pupils were really dilated. That was hot. How could this young man be so cute and have this sparkly innocent 
stare everyday and in bed, have this sheer naughty and seductive stare. These two opposite features of his 
personality would always impress and intrigue his two band mates. They loved him. 


However, an unknown hand interfering in his masturbation disturbed Greg's thoughts. As he was still working 
on Keith, Carl was using his free hand in an attempt to remove his underwear. Since when was Carl 
ambidextrous? But he was a drummer anyway so doing different tasks with his hands and other parts of his 


body at the same time wasn't a difficulty. Bless his boy. 


Quickly, that one got annoyed by Greg's hand - that was still on his cock- and tossed it away. Surprised and 


intrigued, the tall man raised his legs and let Carl remove the underwear. He had done it so swiftly and 
smoothly; no one would have guessed such a talent. And what a talent. In the end, the young drummer finally 
grabbed Greg's organ and gently squeezed it. This one gasped and turned his head towards Keith to make the 
forehead touch. 


"Look at our Carl, isn't he talented?", he muttered 


The keyboard player curled his lips' edges into a smile and nodded, sweaty and out of breath. Immediately, that 
answer was followed by Greg's whimper: Carl had started masturbating him. Also, a quick look was enough to 


note that he had as well taken the full length of his partner's penis in his mouth, for both of their biggest 


enjoyment. 
"Wow", Greg muttered, before leaning his face above Keith's. 


This one bore a blissful expression: very beautiful, he thought. Very kissable. Both men made eye contact and 
locked eyes for several seconds, until Greg lovingly smiled at Keith. 


"I adore you", he told the small man, and stroked his cheek. 


The keyboard player shuddered and his eyes shone, but he couldn't answer with anything else than a purr. 
During this time, Carl was still pushing him over the edge with his wonderful mouth muscles. When the hell did 
he learn all that and trained to be that perfect? 


Stimulated by both of his band mates, Keith felt that he was going to come and a trigger was needed to make 
it happen. Sensing that his partner was close to the edge, Greg leant his face above him and gently kissed his 
lips. Those full and smooth lips were enough to provoke Keith's orgasm, which he released with an out-of- 
breath cry. The bass player immediately raised his head to let him breath and to lovingly observe him 
climaxing. That delightful sight -and sound- was enough to provoke his own as well - and of course, Carl's tight 
grip. What a talented kid. Shaken by his orgasm, Greg's head fell back onto his pillow in a cracked whimper and 
let his mind going blank for a few seconds. During this time, Keith was still catching his breath and gazed at 
the young drummer. This one was stretching and that revealed the semen stains dripping on his flat chest. 


"Carll Are you okay? Please come with us", he invited. 
Greg opened his eyes and smiled when he saw Carl walking on all four over them. His eyes were still glowing. 


The two older men made room for him to lie down between them but Carl wasn't satisfied enough. He beckoned 


the sizeable proof: he was still hard 
"You surely have a big one, babe", Greg chuckled 


"Oh Carl we should satisfy you as welll Thank you for all the great job you did, that was perfect", Keith 


congratulated, and kissed his cheek. 


The young man blushed and lied down between his dearest band mates, who instantly leant over him. Greg 
started to affectionately caress his silky hair and lay a lazy kiss on his forehead. Then he made eye contact 
again with Keith in front of him. That one seemed hesitant, he didn't know how to handle Carl's lengthy penis. 


"Ile just. Never done it to someone else before", he muttered while he observed Greg starting to stroke it. 


"I know, I've done it with him once before. Just follow my movement, here", he replied, adjusting Keith's hand 


around the bottom of the appendage. 


Carl observed them with a wide grin Having those two talented and good-looking men taking care of his cock. 
What a dream. Greg's hand finally focused on its tip, topping the keyboard player's talented hand. That one did 
his best to follow the bass player's hand and smoothly caress the organ, that was already close to ejaculate. 
Keith was fascinated and very pleased to give his young band mate such pleasure. Above this one's face, he 
made eye contact with Greg again, who gave him a hungry look. Without stopping the masturbation, they 
competed in a hot stare contest but a clumsy hand distracted them. Carl was cupping their jaws with his 
shaking hands and lasciviously caressed his band mates’ lips with his fingers. He wanted them to kiss, above 
him. That smooth and moist touch was inspiring and the two men complied when Carl brought their heads 


closer. 

Slowly, Greg initiated the kiss and his hand tightened its grip around the organ. Keith blushed and slowed down 
his hand movement. That was the first time he was being kissed by a man, his friend, his band mate. He was 
actually a good kisser, his mind was blown away and it made his handwork stop almost completely. During this 
time, Greg's firm hand and the delightful vision of his attractive band mates kissing was enough for Carl to 
come close to an orgasm. From the moment when the kiss became deeper, he came into the bassist's large 
hand. Consequently, that one removed his hand and, after wiping it on the bed sheet, used it to stroke Keith's 
cheek. 


Relaxed and satisfied, Carl sighed and gazed at the two men sensually tangling their tongues. He wished he could 
join the kiss but didn't want to break their connection. That was too perfect. 


Keith tasted like cigarette and alcohol, which was familiar but not unpleasant for Greg. Also his tongue was so 


smooth and skilled. What a relish. 

| see you're having fun without me again?" Carl suddenly broke the hot silence. 

The two men broke the kiss, bewildered, and stared at their young band mate. 

"Thank you for that", that one whispered, smiling. 

"My pleasure", they answered in chorus, and then proceeded to lie down comfortably next to him. 


Greg pulled the bed sheets up until their chins and, taken by an impulse of affection, booped Carl's nose. That 


one pouted, not convinced by this move, and looked at the tall man sneaking his arm above him to boop Keith's 


nose as well. However, that one knew his intention and ducked into the bed sheet. 

Consequently, the three musicians burst out laughing, moved and drained. Their connection had never been so 
intense. This had been marvellous, they had finally done it, the final step of their interactions. It had been 
better than expected. The ritual was complete. 

After several minutes, after they had caught their breath, Greg broke the silence: 

"Well, wasn't all of this a little bit gay?" 

"It is uniquely if you choose to call it this way", Carl chirped, and all of them giggled in agreement. 

Keith nodded and smiled for himself, fully satisfied. He savoured this tension-less moment, suspended in time 
that only belonged to the three of them. Then he rolled on his side to snuggle against Carl, who gladly accepted 
it and embraced him in return Also the young drummer couldn't help but briefly kiss the top of his head, 
then sighed with satiety. Greg observed his beloved band mates with deep affection, his head now comfortably 
settled on his pillow, and wished that blessed moment would last forever. 


The love vibes between them were so palpable they were overwhelmed. 


So, slowly, Keith, Greg and Carl fell asleep in each other's loving arms. 


